MARIE'S   LOVE   STORY          81
return to Warsaw. I should like to come back in
the autumn, but I don't know if I shall be able to
afford it. In the end I shall teach in a Polish
school and try to be useful. No Pole may desert
her country/'
The conversation slipped off to the misery of
Poland, to her oppressive masters. Pierre, whose
one thought had been scientific discovery, list-
ened surprised and distressed to a tale of human
beings struggling to be free. Perhaps he thought
of how great losses truth and knowledge may
suffer when the scientists are obliged to give their
thoughts away from science. Perhaps he began
to dream that he must fight Poland and keep this
rare genius ^or scientific Paris. At any rate, he
was not goiri^to lose touch with her. He took to
meeting her at the Physics Society, where she
went to hear about new discoveries. He sent her
a copy of the limited edition of his own new
book. He saw her from time to time at work in
her linen overall among her apparatus in Lipp-
mann's laboratory.
Then Pierre asked for Marie's address and
called at 11 Rue des Feuillantines. Perhaps he
remembered it as the street in which Pasteur had,
also, once lived. As, after six flights of stairs, he
entered the attic, the doctor's son was moved by
the sight of the extreme poverty of the room. Yet
how well it suited Marie! Never had she seemed
so lovely as when she came to meet him in her
threadbare frock across that almost empty room;
so thin, so ascetic, so on fire, so stubborn, so self-